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HE results of the Dutch Embassy and of the Prince's
own letter were not known in Holland until a messenger
fell on his knees before Charles and addressed him as "* Your
Majesty." The young man could hardly believe it. The
whole world, as he had been brought up to look upon it,
was tottering. With genuine despair he asked what stability
could remain in a nation which would deliberately, in cold
blood, without repenting, murder the King whom God had
set over it.

No one he met could answer that question. All about
him he saw men visibly shaken by the shock of regicide.
The exiles could not find words to express their horror.
The catastrophe was something outside the scope of their
imagination. They could only vow vengeance, pray God
to punish the inhuman monsters, ask why the Heavens did
not fall. The martial Montrose, with a versatility typical
of the cavaliers, burst into threatening verse and assured
his dead master

Til sing thine obsequies with trumpet sounds
And write thine epitaph in blood and wounds.

Every Prince, Duke and King in Europe was frankly ap-
palled by the enormity of the crime. They all hastened to